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conducted us to the water. He did not speak all the wa\ I wondered whether he had recognized me, too.
The water was good, Following the example of others, I took off my tennis shoes, and stood in the cool stream of water pouring from one of two pumps, and drank long, till my throat lost that taste of dry blood. After washing my neck and my head, I breathed freshly again. Someone took me by the elbow and offered to help ine put on my tennis shoes. It was the "Gestapo-man." He steadied me with his hand when I was putting the shoes on,
"Don't try to run away/* he whispered, without opening his mouth, without moving his lips. My heart jumped. So he did recognize me.
"Our men are in the country. They manage to free some transports. Better go to Pruszkow. YouTl be able to get out of the camp. There are two of us even here.*
I finished fumbling with the laces of my tennis shoes, and started back for the gate. The 'XJestepOHaaan* began to shout and yeHat people in perfect Gestapo manna, for which I admired him sincerely. New hope entered my heart All was not yet over. The Underground was carrying on.
Back in the church, I wound my way toward the main altar to thank God for allowing the Underground to go on and the nation's spirit to live. On the side of the altar sat my friend Nek s mother. She saw me coiling, and immediately stretched oat a hand and gsrve me a dice of bread and a piece of bacon, a delicacy wfeidbt made my throat tighten. I had to struggle with myself to eat it
A German gendarme was making his way thrtwgh the crowd, aimlessly, it seemed* He stopped not far from where I sat
"Are you alone?* he asfced me in broken PolisJi*
*Qh, no,* I answered instiiKAively, without a m'